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NEWLY ATTEMPTED. 


Qualis populei mcerens Philomela ſub umbri 

Amiſſos queritur foetus, quos durus arator 

-Obſervans nido implumes detraxit, at illa | 
Flet noctem, ramoque ſedens miſerabile carmen - 
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ADVER TIS E M E Nome 


HE Story on which the following Poem is founded being 

generally known, a Recital is unneceſſary. The Letters of 
Abelard and Eloifa are in the Hands of every Perſon of Taſte, 
and will continue to be admired while the Paſſion of Love 
actuates the human Breaſt. Had the Writer of the following 
Epiſtle borrowed leſs from them, he might be thought to have 
deviated too much from the Subject: had he traced more cloſely, 
ſome Readers might have called him a mere Copyiſt. 
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AB EL ARD Tro ELOISA. 


* 


No, Eloiſa, witneſs ev'ry cell, 

In agonizing pray'r where oft I dwell, 

If cold my blood, my pulſe inactive grown, 

I am indeed allied to ſtupid ſtone. | 

Yet, were all ſenſe of am'rous joy ſuppreſt, 

Did Memory no fading trace ſuggeſt, 

Sighs with ſuch paſſion breath'd and words of fire, 
Might warm the coldeſt with unchaſte deſire. 
Dearer than ſiſter ! can I think of thee, 

From tumult, rapture and diſtraction free? 

I view thee {till in all thy virgin charms, 

Fair as when firſt I won thee to my arms; 

Again I view thee to a convent hurl'd, 

Cut off from me, and ſhut from all the world ; 
Then I recall that fatal ſcene of night | 
But what you know too well why ſhould I write? 


B I thought 
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I thought indeed within theſe folemn rounds; 
Where the walls echo with religious ſounds, 
With piety the ſinner's ſelf might glow, 
And learn to ſcorn the love of aught below. 
Alas! too little then I knew my heart, 
How difficult with paſſion 'tis to part. 
Yet mark th' examples which the world diſplays ! 
Arm'd with keen perj'ry man delighted ſtrays. 
E'en thoſe are fickle in the firſt degree, 
Who but in that too much reſemble me : 
But as I often ſwore ſo now I find, 
- No common bias ſways my conſtant mind. 
In vain in tomes replete with ſaintly lore, 
A medicine for my fickneſs I explore : 
Nor penitential tears, nor faſts controul, 
The frantic ardour of my erring ſoul. 


Am I, the wretch who with infidious art, 
Allur'd you.firſt from virtue to depart, 
Am I invited penitents to teach, 
And what my practice diſavow'd to preach ? 
My practice then, and my temptations now, 
War in wild combat with a veſtal's vow. 
Ah! no, too ſkilful once in am'rous fraud, 


| For, while I point to realms of endleſs light, 
* ä I ſigh for earth, and downward bend my ſight. 


My tongue but feebly pleads the cauſe of God: 


But 


E 
But my fair ſophiſt Eloiſa means 
(Retorting arms I lent) to guilty ſcenes | 
My ſoul again with fury to impel, 
And kindle all the ſubtle fire of hell. 
. Pardon thus rudely that thy name I treat, 
Lovelier than light! than muſic's ſelf more ſweet ! | 
Which never ſhould be mention'd but with joy, 
And holy lutes of angels might employ. _ - 


Could Eloiſa now that face ſurvey, 

Where mirth in triumph ſhone for ever gay ; 
How would ſhe ſtart from the diſguſtful ſhade, - 
Of Abelard in horrid veſts array'd ! Lg - 
No ſparkles from his eyes emit the ſoul, 

But down my ghaſtly cheeks dire ſorrows roll. 
Now ſacrileigious ev'ry ſofter care, 

I count my matin beads and freeze at pray'r. 

The awful Judge I ſee, my ſentence hear, - 
Condemn'd to ſcenes that hope mult never cheer, 
Where fiery darkneſs, grief that hardens reign, 
And wretches loathe an adamantine chain. 8 

Still deeper plung'd in woe they ruſh away, 

Down, down, ten thouſand fathoms from the day, 
Ten thouſand thouſand more, and where they reſt, 
Nor tongue can utter, nor can thought ſuggeſt. 
Forbear to love what ſhould provoke thy rage, 
Think of my coldneſs, treachery, and age, 


Inſatiate 


* 
K r nn Gen o ** 
Wl WS abs * 
w wm 2 — 


„ 


Inſatiate ſparks of ever young deſire, 

An object vaſt and durable require. 

Love God; he is — who what he is can FREY 
With whom compar'd all nature's power is weak ? 
Could we remove the curtain of the ſkies, 
Which hides his luſtre from our mortal eyes ; 
The height of beauty muſt deform'd appear, 
And folly all that we ſtyle wiſdom here. 
Uſe not the tender names of friend and fire, 
To the baſe captive of impure deſire. 

No more imagine me of human kind, 

But without veil behold a demon's mind. 
Unwilling others ſhould your kindneſs ſhare, 

I ſought-to cloiſter you with guilty care. 
Brother and huſband never call me more, 

But your youth's ruffian, or ſtill worſe explore, 
To God I gave you when you took the veil, 

Nor fear'd a rival though I thought you frail, 
For who dares violate the ſacred dome, | 
Where abſtinence and pray'r have fixt their home. 
Your huſband God, no jealouſy is mine; 

To a celeſtial rival I reſigg. 

Serenely-then prolong your blameleſs days ; ; 
With meck-eyed Charity ſing hymns of praiſe. 


Ah! Abelard, ſhould this induce belief, 
Your eyes would ſtream with ſwifter rills of grief. 
Did you reſolve to write, with pious zeal, 
To quench her love, and your exilement ſeal ? 
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No, not to heav'n itſelf I can reſign, 

On earth at leaſt ſhe ſhall be wholly mine ; 

Nor floods, nor fire, nor force of kindred foes, 

The charmer's invitation ſhould oppoſe : 

To my deſerted mourning love I'll fly, 

Preſs her warm heart, and on her kiſſes die. 

Sever'd an age, the thought once more to meet, 

Once more our old endearments to repeat, 

Inſpires with hatred to reſtraitring-walls, 

My vow diſſolves, and all the man recalls. 

Briſk tides of joy ruſh through my throbbing veins, 
And my heart dances to unuſual ſtrains. 

Oh ! I could gaze for ever on her eyes, | : 
Thence quaff delicious amorous ſupplies 

Into my ſoul ; till ſpeech in vain would ſhow 

The mighty tranſports that my breaſt o'erflow ; 
Till left the wiſh that riots void of rein, 

To ſighs and looks and bluſhes to explain. 

Yet looks and ſighs but half expreſs a flame, 

Such wond'rous beauty ſomething more might claim. 


Though who that e'er had known the fears and pains, 
Diſguſts and dangers, doubts, delays, diſdains, 
Which always wait upon thy ſervice, Love, 
Beneath thy banners would a champion move? 
| Henceforth then let us baniſh from our breaſt, 
Viſions of pleaſure, enemies to reſt, 
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Tumultuous oceans where the ſoul is toſt, 

Till Reaſon yield the helm, and Virtue's loſt. 

O Grace ineffable ! O Faith ſublime ! 

Unlimited in ſpace, uncheck'd by time, 

In bold career ye gloriouſly are hurl'd, 

Beyond the bound'ries of this narrow world. 
With rapture viewing Heav'n's immortal King, 
Thence God's beſt beniſon to man ye bring: 

A bliſs ſincere which nothing can deſtroy, 
Which angels in triumphant light enjoy ; 
Winter it ſmooths, makes ſummer lovelier glow, . 

And paradiſe unfading plants below. 


What bleſſings on the humble abbot wait! 
Above proud monarchs in their anxious ſtate, 
He leaves a world that ſings ſelf-flatt'ring ſongs, 
Whoſe ſmiles are ſnares, whoſe benefits are wrongs ; 
To hold with God among the firſt-born race, 
Perpetual intercourſe of praiſe and grace. 
Welcome as morning to the wand'rer's ſight, 
Pure as the filver ſtreams of lunar light, 

Doubt ſolves her veil, and Zeal her lamp ſupplies, 
At joys immortal ſparkling in his eyes. 
With holy pray'r heav'n's portals he unbars, 
And ever watches like th' unwearied ſtars. 
Alms are his hoard from moth and ruſt ſecure, 


His brethren are the faithful and the poor. 
5 | | His 
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His ſoul imbibes Simplicity's mild ray; 

Direct effulgence from eternal day 

He fathoms truth, and for his darling flock, 
Draws living water from a heav'nly rock. © 
For penitents he heaves condoling fighs, 

Next to their tears a grateful ſacrifice ! 


Though ſkill'd in tongues of men and ſeraphs lore, . 


Meck charity he claſps, and priſes more. 

Hope, ever fair, his bliſsful dreams inſpires, 
And Faith excludes een innocent deſires. 

Suns riſe to view this habitant of clay, 

To light approaching nearer ev'ry-day : 

Till, © hither!” calls the Lamb; the Spirit cries, 
By ſoft tranſition mingle with the ſkies * 


But what dire tumults kindle in my breaſt, 
Marring ideas of celeſtial reſt ? 
Still muſt this heart, O Eloiſa, prove 
The wretched theatre of guilt and love ? 
By our youth's flight, by Eloiſa's wrongs, 
By the worſt calumny of pious tongues, 
By that abhorred night's conſummate woes, 
Oh ! ſpare me, Love, and leave me to repoſe. 
Alas! the recreant's pray'r that pow'r diſdains, 
He fires my heart, and triumphs in my par 
All Eloiſa riſes to my view, 
My former wounds now deepen'd bleed anew, 
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What charms with thine, my ſpouſe, can I compare? 
A woman's fondneſs, and a cherub's air ; 
A bluſh of mildneſs breaking on the ſight, 

Like emanating beams of new born light; 

A breath more ſweet than all Arabia blows; 

Lips that excel the ruby and the roſe; _ : 

On theſe, as bees on fragrant. roſes play, | 

I could in kiſſes wear my life away. cs 


Thy eyes diffuſe inimitable fire; 


Thy voice might warble with a ſcraph's lyre, 
Soft as expiring notes at diſtance die, 
And gentle as the murmurs of a ſigh. 


But, Oh ! thy breaſt, inſpiring vaſt delight, 


Luxuriant Fancy whelms with dazzling white. 
Thy graceful motion, and thy ſhape tonſpure 
To feed the flame of Love's immortal fire. 
With wonder I grow giddy while I gaze, 
And loſe wy ul in "Oy 8 e maze. 


When ſolemn Night led on a ftarry. train, 


While momentary Slumbers held their reign ; 


Before the altar late methought „ 
Diſpenſing to the croud celeſtial food. Fo 1 
What time I ſhar'd'the Saviour's mſi ſign, | 
I felt cbnviftion, energy divine! | 
I look'd, and lo! the God who 8 bore 
The ſins of humankind, debas'd no more. 
All 
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All glorious from the ſepulchre he roſe, 
With gifts for men, and henefits for foes. 
Around him angels, cluſt ring with their wings, 


Struck their bold harps, and hail'd him King of kings, 


Devolving in full tide the void along, 
High warbled melody from ſoothing ſong. 
Satan, like light'ning, at that moment fell, 
In adamantine bonds conſign'd to hell. 


He fell, and mounting, ſmil'd Heav'n's victor Lord, | 


Bright clouds inveſted him, and ſaints ador'd. 

Glitt'ring with foilleſs gems a crown he wore, 

Whoſe diadem was pointed thorn before. 

Mild youth and majeſty ſhone in his face, 

His eyes diffus'd unutterable grace. 

Hither! all ye who thirſt for life, he cried, 

And hve abundantly with health ſupplied. 

Within me then a gentle whiſper ſtole, 

Now baniſh Eloiſa from thy ſoul. 

A dawning wiſh too lent its feeble aid, 

And for releaſe from love almoſt I pray'd. 

The God I follow'd with my aching ſight, 
Till nature fainted in the panting flight. 

With faints immaculate above he reigns, 

And ſinners leaves to voluntary ſtains. 


How worthleſs is the learning of the ſchools! 
No ſtoic yet was made by rigid rules, 5 
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The higheſt efforts of the reas'ning art, 
That teach the tongue to combat with the heart, 
Like wind to fire, dilate the fatal flame, 
We quickly imitate the men we blame. 
Crown'd with the honors won in Wiſdom's field, 
Could I have thought that T to Love ſhould yield, 4 
Who painted Virtue fair, and bade aſpire, n 
Where ſaints reſide while an gels tune the lyre 0 
But, Eloiſa, my repoſe's foe! | 
The ſwift tranſition of my cares you know: 
How ſoon Philoſophy reſign'd it's arms, 
And Rhetoric was brib'd to plead thy charms. - 
What cruel Fate my torment then approv'd ?. 
I gaz'd, admir'd, and ere Fknew I lov'd. 
Let, ſcorping hypocritic ſages lore, 

I neer had ſtoop'd to Paſſion's lure before. - 
Objects that others fancied fair, I deem'd 
For features merely with diſgrace eſteem'd. 
But Virtue beaming through a form divine, 
With Wit conſpir'd to make this boſom thine. 
What arguments were us'd need I repeat, 
(The tutor turn'd a ſuppliant at thy feet) 
Till you conſented gen'rouſly to rove, 5 
Through all the labyrinth of flow'ry love? 
Delightful day! when, ev'ry doubt reſign'd, 


We liv'd but one, and mingled mind with mind. 
; Eſteem's 
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Eſteem: s warm pledges form'd our dear employ, 
While words were found too rude to ſpeak our joy. 
My rapid murmurs prov'd my trembling” frame 
Glow'd then with more than friendſhip's feeble flame. 
In ſable chains looſe flow'd your graceful hair, 
With pride I view'd what might a king enſnare, 
Your lovely boſom heav'd with frequent ſighs, 

And all 3 your ſoul ſpoke rapture in your eyes. | 

What ſmiles remov'd each trace of groundleſs fear! 9 
What broken whiſpers thrill'd your lover's ear! 
Sweet as the fragrance of th' exhaling roſe, 

Soft as the fleeces of deſcending ſnows; 

Till our fond hearts on floods of bliſs were toſt, 
And in the boundleſs tranſport life was loſt. 
Sometimes a victim to Love's ſcorching flame, 

I dare een now thy delicacy blame. 

We till had happy liv'd abeve the croud, 

J ery, had Eloiſa not been proud. 

Forgetting that a paſſion ſo ſublime, 

Will ſpread thy name through long-revolving time: 
Poets unborn ſhall in thy praiſe combine, 

What once was criminal ſhall be divine. 

 Heav'ns ! when for ever in a dreary cell, 
With Penitence and Pray'r you vow'd to dwell, 

With what a glow of youth, and ſmiling face, 
Confirm'd ſerenity and heav'nly grace, 
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By friends forſaken, and fr am love ſeepr' d, | | 
While Youth with rightly pulſe beat in e blood, 


What ſtern- eyed ſtoic: could refuſe a tear? 

What faint unmoy'd could her profeſſion hear? 
From fields where flow rs perpetual bloom dilplay, 
From fields of roſy light and endleſs day, 
. Spirits of reſt! with viſions bleſs her nights: 
Viſions, br ight antepaſts of heav' n's delights 1 


- 
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You bade adieu to earth's contemned toys. 
A candidate alone for deathleſs qoys. BA; W 
This from * boſom might iſtruſt x Jem wee , a wy * 

And 35 vain fear of earthly HRW. prove. Chit m_ 
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And all her roſes were but in the bud: 
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With ſolemn Cynthia vigils oft I keep, 
And o'er ſome melancholy marble weep. 


While thoughts deſultory like billows roll, 


That range the globe, and viſit either pole, 
Preſent, or paſt alike dejects my ſoul. 


»Twixt Pain and Pleaſure what a ſcene of ſtrife! 


But Woe predominating clouds my life. 
My fortune early from my friends disjoin'd, 


And all my av'rice riches of the mind. 


(For what are India's gems and ſparkling ore, 
To Wiſdom's charms and Wit's unfading ſtore?) 


Mad 
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Mad miſchief meditating Envy view'd, 
Religious Slander ſoon my ſteps purſu'd. 
Then Eloxfa's love, my cruel doom, 
And, living, both pale tenants of a tomb. 
For my poor boſom only now remain, 
Exhauſtleſs ſorrows and diſtracting pain 
All the gay ſcenes that were my conſtant theme, 
Have left me like a fair deluſive dream. | 
Songs once I wrote, now preaching is my care, 
For am'rous paſtimes penance doom'd to bear. 
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He who claſp'd beauty, crown'd with flow'ry bloom, 


Lies in a dormitory's lonely gloom : 
Where level'd heroes, ſleeping grandſires ſpread, 
Through the ſtill cloĩſters monumental dread. 
A wretched exile in a barb'rous land, 
I hear a language I don't underſtand. 
From marble hearts what comfort could I gain ? 
I tell my ſufferings to the ſtormy main: _ 
As if the ſtormy main would milder grow, 
And ſympathiſe with tearful tales of woe. 
Could my dear Eloiſe the Abbey view, 
She would not think that ſacred name its due. 
What ornaments adorn the pompous doors ? 
The feet of hinds, and horrid heads of boars : 
Of hideous animals the hides appear, 
The cells at beſt are hung with ſkins of deer. 
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No ſolemñ̃ bell re-echoes round. the walls, 

But the ſhrill cock, or dog to matins calls. 

On pamper'd ſteeds with. noiſy horns they bound, 
And pleaſure court upon forbidden ground. 
Yet theſe are venial faults to hat I dread, 

The ſword ſuſpended at a, flender thread. 

With loud abuſe they load if I complain, 

Then flee my fight, a froward:titt ring train! 
By my vaſt wrongs to merit Idefire, 

And try to kindle piety's chaſte fire. 

Oh! God, I cry, from thy tranſcendent throne- 
Of light and life, make thy compaſſion known! 
But earth-born fighs ſoon interrupt my pray'r, 


And Eloiſa ſtill I fancy fair: | 
A thouſand times I mention the dear name, 


Each repetition fans my former flame. 


Let my idea ne'er from thee depart !. 
Profoundly preſs the ſignet on thy heart. 
The lover's idol makes the ſoul its. ſlave, 
And jealouſy ſways cruel as the grave. 
Tis grief, tis ſcorn, tis hate, tis fierce deſire, 
It is a flow but ſure conſuming fire, | 
Though J have vow'd to love thee never more, 
I here recant it, for 1 falſely ſwore. 


O Eloiſa can I coldly view, 


The mighty debt of gratitude thy ie? ? 
What 
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What torture haſt thou ſpar'd me! if I fear 
Thy conſtancy, where doubts to none appear. 


Curſe on the ſavage author of my woe! 
Friendſhip's warm pleaſures may he never know ! 
Damn'd to his coffers, may he ſtill ſuppoſe 
That all mankind are his united foes! '- * 7 
Grant, Heav'n, that he may live a ling ring date. 
Dreaded by children, cruſſi d d. ee Bi 0 
May thieves diminiſh as he heaps his- ſto nee 
And the vile dotard ſighing gripe: for more! 

In his remembrance only leave his crime, 
No chearful ſonnet to deceive the time * 


Our preſent puniſhment we ſadly know, 
But ſhall we thus all future pain forego ?. 
Ah! no, repentance muſt to cleanſe begin, 
None enter heav'n's bright portals ſtain'd with ſin. | 
Far from the altar ſee ! yon fair who feels 
The pow'r of penitence, and humbly kneels 7. 
Deep anguiſh in her countenance appears, | 
| Her treſſes looſe, her eyes diffolv'd in tears: 
c Her paſt miſconducts riſe before her mind, 
How terrible! where ſhall ſhe ſuccour fiiid? 
Shall ſhe for pardon the great God implore, 
When tis almoſt a ſin for her t'adore ? 
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Her ſoul diſtracted at the proſpect lies, 

She wrings her hands and only, mercy ! cries ; 

While heav'n itſelf affected at her woe, 5 
Abſolves her, and forbids her tears to flow. 
Thus, Eloiſa, we'll forgiveneſs ſeek, 

Sighing petitions which we dare not ſpeak. 
And while from guilt we ſtruggle for releaſe, 
Who knows but God at laſt may whiſper peace? 


But ſouls like our's, ſo deeply plung'd i in crime, 2 


Content recover, and refine by time. 
For abſent pleaſures often muſt we ſigh, 
And often muſt we wiſh, yet dread to die. 
Till hoary age, the meſſenger of truth 
Detects the ſophiſtries that dazzled youth. 
As when his prinoe recals an exile home, 
O'er deſart ſolitudes long forc'd to roam, 
Or toſt in tempeſts on the raging main, 
He views with joy his native ſhore again: 
Our crimes forgiv'n, ſuch 1s the bliſs to die, 
With ſuch a pleaſure ſouls remount the ſky. 
Oh ! when this ſcene of vanity and guilt, 
Where pride hath loftily her palace built, 
- Shall trembling own a far ſuperiour pow'r, 
While vice grows pale within the wanton bow'r. 
What time the ſun-no more ſhall ſhed his ray, 
To gild the flow'ry ſcene, and give the day; 
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Night call no more, from realms to ſage unknown, 

Her golden myriads round her azure throne. 

May we together riſe devoid of ſhame, | 

Our boſoms glowing with a nobler flame! 

.Deck'd with new youth, and in unfading veſts, 

May the Spouſe welcome us, immortal gueſts ! 

Where only, Friendſhip-no reverſe can fear, 
And without anguiſh triumphs Love ſincere; 

Where ever flows, unruffled, joy's full tide 

From God's own fount with pureſt ſtreams ſupplied. 
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